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"Looks like the rest of your life's gonna be sunny and hot with highs reaching the upper thousands." 


Dipping my head, | hide my mouth behind a script and snigger. The dialogue is straight out of a bad porn flick 
and the acting is hammier than the local deli counter. But it's fun, | can't deny that. 


The director calls a reset and there's a brief flurry of activity before Dave delivers the line again. Again | hide 
my quiet laughing, my shoulders shaking. How am | supposed to tell him that his fantastic idea of being an 


actor is making me nearly cry. 


No, I'm not going to tell him. Not because he's bad. He can't help the script, nor can he help the concept. 


Actually, he's doing a really good job. I'll show him how good later. 


It all started a couple of months ago when one of the producers gave him a call. They needed someone badass, 
someone with flame red hair, and someone who knew martial arts. Ding! Top of their list: Dave Mustaine. So, 
for the next couple of days, he's gone from being Dave Mustaine, Professional Hellraiser, to Torchy Thompson, 
Professional Firestarter. There was a glint in his eye when he first told me, the pride welling up in me. When | 
first read the script | had to pretend that the tears | was crying were ones of joy and happiness and not ones 
of laughter. 


Actually, l'm fairly sure the part was written specifically for him. 


The director calls an end to the scene and orders everything to be reset for the fight scene. There's a spring 


to Dave's step as he walks over to me, a big grin on his face. | can't decide who's enjoying it more; him or me. 
"So?" 

| shrug. "So, what?" 

His grin widens and | know that he's looking for my approval. "How am | doin?" 


Making the best of an atrocious script, | think. Scratching my head, | look over my shoulder, pretending not to be 
that bothered. "Well, you could do better" 


A hand smacks my arm. Chuckling, | look back to him, registering the hurt in his hazel eyes. Even now, so 
many years later, his pride's easily dented. Tucking my fingers into the pockets of his trousers, | draw him 


between my legs and gently kiss him. 


"You're doing brilliant for your debut performance," | murmur. "Absolutely brilliant. | couldn't be any more 


proud if | tried" 


His hands run over my hair and cradles the back of my head. No one so much as bats an eyelid at us. This is 


Hollywood after all. Why would two men making out be of any concern to them? 

"Love you, Junior," he whispers, lips never leaving mine. 

| smile. "Love you too." 

While the script may be worse than most porn movies, the costume they've given him pretty much matches 


his character. It's hot. And when | mean hot, | mean it's giving me some serious ideas. Big black boots, tight 
black jeans, a matching shirt, suit jacket, long black trench coat, and a pair of fingerless leather biker gloves. 


Fuck. 


Me. 
Now. 


Before | can even think of acting on that thought, the director calls everyone back. Time to get some of the 
fight scene down before they break for lunch. Relaxing back into the sling-like director's chair, | focus my 
attention on Dave. | can almost see his brain working, switching from actor mode to fight mode. They've 
already had several days of blocking and training, working out how they're going to stage the scenes in the 
space they've been given. 


Oh, and Dave's chosen to do all his own stunts. I'm not going to stop him. | can only watch in glee as the three 
actors take it in turns beating the crap out of one another. But even that looks horrifically staged. 


From what | can gather, Dave's character is an arsonist who got sent to prison for, well, setting fire to stuff. 
He wasn't supposed to be released, and his next parole hearing wasn't for another three years. Yet a politician 
who'd been caught embezzling public funds bribed the parole board to release Torchy so that he could, well, 
burn down a bunch of public buildings and help get the politician re-elected. 


After a couple of takes, | slink off to Dave's trailer. Partly because | need to laugh and partly because | just 
want a break from it all. Years of shooting music videos has taught me when it's time to take a break and now 


is it. 


The production crew obviously know how to keep the Mustaine temper in check because the trailer is 
luxurious. It's so nice that | could happily call it home. Might actually suggest to Dave that we have one of 
these on the next tour, but | doubt it'll happen If we've got a bus and a hotel room, why would we need a 


trailer? 


One end is dedicated to living. There's couches and a TV, as well as a kitchen and dining area. Fresh flowers sit 
on the dining table and a peculator holds freshly brewed coffee. At the opposite end is a king sized bed, a 
bathroom and shower tucked away in one of the far corners. The bed clothes have already been turned down, 
chocolates sitting on the pillows. The crew obviously know Dave better than | thought. Or perhaps Dave just 
told them his preferences. | can just imagine how that conversation went down. "Yeah, an’ HI be bringing my 


boyfriend. He's a bit on the picky side so make sure everythings all pretty and smelling nice." 


Grabbing a mug, | pour myself a coffee and sit on one of the couches. On the seat beside me sits my 
rucksack, books and paperwork in there. | was tempted to bring a bass with me but it seemed a little bad, as 
though | planned to spend the whole day writing and playing instead of being the good boyfriend and cheering 


Dave on. 


Dragging some paperwork from the rucksack, | look it over. Contracts. Band stuff. More contracts. Letters 
from the lawyers. More contracts. It's a never ending cycle of paperwork and | can see why Dave gets 

irritated so easily. Sighing, | throw it on to the coffee table and instead pull out one of the books I've been 
reading. Swinging my legs up onto the arm of the couch, | flick it open to the last page | was on and start 


reading. 


I've only gotten two pages and four sips of coffee before there's a banging on the door. Tossing the book 
beside the paperwork, | drag myself up and open it. Dave stands outside, still in costume, a plate of food in 
each hand, cutlery between his teeth, and what appear to be cans of soda in his coat pockets. 


Or perhaps he's just happy to see me. 
Smiling, | take the cutlery and wipe it on my jeans. "Always the romantic, aren't you?" 


He gives me that cocky grin of his and steps into the trailer, kicking the door shut in his wake. Yep, this role 


needs no preparation whatsoever. Just stick Dave in front of the camera and tell him to act badass. 


Walking behind him, | wrap my arms around him and feel in his pockets. Disappointed, | pull out two cans of 
Coke. 


"Damn." 


He puts the plates down and pulls a radio from behind him. Tossing it onto the table, he crashes on to the 


couch opposite mine, the long coat spreading out around him. "What?" 


Pouting, | sit and pick at the food. Salad, chicken, some Devil's sauce. "Just thought you were happy to see me, 
that's all." 


Raising an eyebrow, he nods at the plate. "| brought you food. How much more happy to see you could | be?" 


"A lot more." My grin returns and | pull myself on to the couch, legs crossed and the plate resting on my 


knees. "How's shooting going?" 


He nods and shrugs and | take that as a sign of exhaustion. While | know he can go all day and night, having to 
do a repetitive film shoot can take it out of the best of us. Boredom sets in, we start yawning, and then we 
start looking for things to do. I've known all kinds of pranks to be pulled on our video shoots; people's clothes 
going missing, people being locked in a room with a song playing on repeat just outside the door, people making 
very loud sex noises in an attempt to distract whoever's in shot. The list goes on and will probably grow 
longer. While we've all grown up, Dave still retains his pranking side. And right now | can see the gears moving 
a little, thinking up something. Although it's not his shoot. If it was a Megadeth video he'd be all over it. But 
he's not and he knows that they have to stay on time and, most importantly, budget. If he ever wants a real 
shot at acting he knows he has to behave. 


"So," | begin between mouthfuls, "what would you pull on this set?" 


Dave's got his head down, eating like he's not been fed in weeks. He's stocking up on carbs so he's expended a 


lot of energy since | left him. From beneath the veil of hair, | see a twitch of a smile. 


"What would | pull?" He raises his head a little, eyes peering up at me, that cocky grin on his face. "Probably 


start small. Switching out someone's drink to start" 

"And then?" 

An eyebrow raises and | feel something curl in my stomach. | love it when he does that. And he knows | love it. 
"Then I'd go one step further each time. Running naked across the set? Check. Ordering some really random 


food? Check. Pulling obscene faces to put other people off? Check. Flunking lines? Check" He winks at me and | 
feel myself melt. "I'd do it all" 


Putting my plate on the table, | learn on my knees. "Oh, would you now.. Torchy?" 
Dave's face falls before the eyebrow shoots back up and a wicked grin breaks his face. "Yeah, | would" 


Placing his plate on the table, he spreads his legs and pats his knees with those gloved hands. With my food 

forgotten, | get up and lower myself to his lap. Hands wrap around my back, lifting the hem of my shirt. Warm 
leather presses to my skin, sliding over the curve of my back and | relax into the touches. Dave's nose nudges 
at my jaw, tilting my head, his lips pressing kisses to my throat. | shiver and moan, my arms linking around his 


neck as he nuzzles me, fingers tangling in the thick waves of orange hair. 
"Fuck me, Torchy." 


Teeth tug at flesh, fingers raking along my spine. "Oh, I'm gonna, don't you worry. Been a long, long time since 
I've had a good fuck." 


| purr as he traces a wet line from the collar of my shirt to my ear, my cock hardening in my jeans. | want 
him so, so badly. "Was prison bad?" 


He sucks my earlobe into his mouth, teeth barely there. "Yeah, it was real bad. Five fuckin’ years of not fuckin’ 
your ass. Doesn't get much worse than that, baby." One hand slides down my back and pats my ass. "Get naked 
an’ get on the bed, Junior. Want to see that fine ass of yours. ‘cause you have been keeping in shape for me, 


haven't you?" 
Feigning shock, | nod. "Of course. As if I'd ever let you down" 


Winding a hand into my hair, he yanks my head back, giving me the same sly look he gave the camera earlier. 


"And you haven't been cheating on me, have you? ‘cause if you have." 


| shake my head, his fingers pulling at my hair, the sharp flares of pain only exciting me more. "OF course not, 


Torchy! I'd never cheat on you. Never." 


The hand slides from my hair and to my face, the leather of the glove warm against my cheek. "Good boy. 
Now get on the bed" 


Sliding from his lap, | saunter across the room, shedding my clothes as | do. From behind me, | hear an 
appreciative growl. Kneeling on the bed, | lower my chest to the lush sheets, my ass teasingly in the air. At 
my feet, the bed creaks and leather clad hands grip my ass. A warm tongue licks my puckered hole, turning up 
my excitement by another notch. Sliding a hand between my legs, | rub myself against it, the tingling sensations 


crackling over my skin like fire. 

A hand slaps my ass. "No fuckin’ torching yourself, Junior! Hands under your chin where | can see ‘em." 

| groan and tuck my hands away, my cock throbbing against my stomach. He's turning me on far more than | 
thought he would. Role play? Never really tried it. Not until now, and its driving me crazy. Wonder if they'll let 
him keep the costume? 

His fingers are back, stroking over my ass, dipping between my buttocks, and sliding up my back. They tease 
and taunt, finding every spot which makes me just want to shoot my load. There's the pop of a cap and, a 
moment later, cool, slick gel is working itself into me, fingers pressing deeper and deeper, brushing against my 
prostate and making me howl. 

"Lie on your back. | wanna watch you scream as | fuck you." 

| do as I'm told, smirking as | stare up at him. Dave kneels on the bed, still dressed. He snarls as he tears down 
his zipper and pulls out his cock. Roughly he grabs my legs and tosses them over his shoulders. My eyes roll 


back and my back arches as he violently pushes in to me, a scream of pleasure ripping from lips. 


"Yeah, you scream for me, my pretty little whore. ‘cause you know where you're goin’ when I'm done with you, 


don't you?" 
Panting, | shake my head, moving with him as he thrusts. "N-No." 


"Back to the street. Someone's got to go out and earn some money. I've got work to do, important work for the 
city." 

Opening my eyes, | look up at the vision of black and red above me. His face is twisted into that infamous 
snarl, thick hair bouncing with every movement. Those gloved hands grip my hips, holding me tight, the leather 
turning me on. | want to come but, at the same time, | don't. l'm enjoying our little scene too much. 

"G-Got a job!" | cry. "Got one while you were in prison” 


A slap lands against my flank. "Did | tell you could, huh? Thought you hadn't gone behind my back, Junior." 


My eyes widen in mock innocence. "l-I had to keep myself. You weren't here to look after me." 


He rocks with a particularly vicious thrust, and my back arches again as his cock sweeps against the spot deep 


inside of me. 

"What are you doin?" he demands. 

My hands claw at my cock, desperate for release, only for them to be batted away. “What do you mean?" 
"For a job?!" Fingers scratch at me, the pain only adding to my excitement. 

"l-I work in a bakery!" 


Another slap, another sting, another howl from myself, another spark of pleasure burning through me. "Not 
good enough!" he bawls. "That's not gonna bring in enough for the both of us. You're goin’ back on the street." 


"B-But.. You'll be getting money for your work!" 


He slows, relaxing a little and my body sinks back to the bed. The tingling is still there, racing over my skin, my 
excitement balling in my stomach. His breath hisses over my chest and | look into his darkened eyes, taking in 
the evil glint in his eyes. He's gotten in to character far more than | thought he would. When | first uttered 
his character's name, | thought he was going to slug me. Now l'm actually believing that a supposedly paroled 


arsonist is fucking me. 
"An you think I'm gonna spend my money you?" he whispers. 


A grin stretches my lips, and | wrap my legs around his neck. I'm waiting for him to pull some funky martial 


arts move on me, flip me on to my stomach and really finish this off. 


"Yeah," | quietly reply. “cause if you don't, then you'll be finding another mount willing to put up with your 
snarky, fire-starting ass, Torchy." 


That's all he needs! With a howl of indignation, he rears up, hips rocking furiously, the coat flapping around him, 
clothed legs pounding against my ass. My voice joins his as | try and grab hold of him. Instead, he bats my 


hands away. 
"Touch yourself, Junior. You come for me. Come good an’ hard" 


Grabbing my cock, | writhe on the bed, my legs tangled around his neck. Somewhere, | hear a knocking. He 
thrusts harder, growling at me to come. My hand slides along my cock, pre-come making it slick and silky. | can 
feel my orgasm growing, closing in on me. Growling, he tightens his grip on me, thrusting as deep as he can 
Somewhere, the radio crackles, Dave's name floating from it. He buries himself into me one last time, a 
warmth flooding me just as my own body finally hands itself over to the cloud of bliss, my seed pumping over 


my chest and stomach. The hammering at the door comes again, someone calling Dave's name. 


Sneering, he pulls out and drops me back to the bed. He gives my ass one last pat: 

"Gotta go, Junior. You get yourself cleaned up. Want you all ready to go again when | get back" 

Giving me a wink, he's gone, hair and coat pinwheeling behind him as he leaves. Lying on the bed, | wait until the 
door closes before | burst out laughing. For a few, happy moments, | shake, the funny side of the day finally 
breaking. 


Crawling from the bed, | ignore my clothes as | pick up Dave's radio. 


"Hi, yes. I'm with Dave Mustaine. Got a question for you. Is there any chance he can keep his costume?" 
Pausing, | listen, trying not to start laughing again. "There is? Fantastic! Thank you!" 


